The Ride of Your Life 


Author: amara_dulcis 
Bands: Sonata Arctica 
Characters: Henrik Klingenberg, Marko Paasikoski 


Relationships: M/A 


Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Thu Dec 25 2014 10:56:37 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


The Ride of Your Life 


Author's Notes: 
The comic referred to and quotes used in this story are from Erica Moen's site OhJoySexToy (see link above). 


Many thanks to rdyfrde for the look over! 


Sunken into the couch, Marko suspiciously eyes the huge cardboard box Henkka is dragging into the living room, 
leaving it right in the middle at the most obvious spot. He straightens and puffs a few breaths, then turns to 
look at Marko, an odd grin on his face, and the words ‘Ask me” literally painted across his forehead. 


Marko buries himself into his magazine. He is not interested. Especially not if Henkka is trying to catch his 
attention this blatantly. 


Henkka clears his throat. 
Marko turns the page. 


He can practically hear Henkka's eye-rolling, but he stubbornly keeps gazing at the article, although he is 


pretty much unable to concentrate on a single word right now. 

He winces as Henkka suddenly appears right next to him, nudging him with his knee. 
"Hey," he says, "you got a minute for me?" 

Marko peers up at him over the rim of the magazine. "What for?" 


Henkka plonks down on the couch, and Marko could swear his cheeks are a bit flushed. "I've.. bought some little 


thing." 
Marko raises his eyebrow. "Little." 


With a snort, Henkka snatches the magazine from his hands. "No, not as little. And now listen to me, because 


it's actually for you.” 


"For me?" Sitting up straighter, Marko looks at the huge package. A sudden thought strikes him. "Shit, | haven't 


forgotten our anniversary or something, have |?" 


Henkka chuckles. "No, don't worry." He skids closer, wrapping his arms around Marko's shoulders, and kissing his 
cheek. "It's just.. well, the next tour will start in a few days, and | thought." 


"You thought?" 
"Well." He blushes for real now. "You said you missed me while I'm on tour, and." 


Marko turns in his arms, kissing the tip of his nose. "I do," he murmurs, "of course, | do. So much." He snuggles 


up to Henkka's chest. "But what has this to do with that big-ass box in the middle of our living room?" 
Henkka nuzzles his face into his hair. "Um... it's - something to sweeten the wait, so to speak" 


"A twelve-month family size package of Fazer's latest line of merchandise?" He yips as Henkka pinches his side. 
"Hey, just guessing!” 


"Well, you've guessed wrong," Henkka says with another eye-rolling. "Why don't you just.. open it?" 


".. okay... 


Marko stands up, and walks around the coffee table, scanning the address label on top for the sender. The 
name of the company doesn't ring a bell. He kneels down, and tugs at the tape unsuccessfully, until all of a 


sudden, a pair of scissors appears in his line of vision. 
He looks up. "Thanks." 
Henkka grins at him like a Cheshire Cat. "Anytime." 


As the tape is cut through, Marko gets to his feet again, pushing the box open. A layer of crumpled paper 


cushions whatever is in there. 

Just when he reaches for it, Henkka's hand touches his shoulder. It glides down to the small of his back, 
staying there, solid and warm. Marko knows it's supposed to be reassuring. Right now, however, it just makes 
him more suspicious. 


He pulls the stuffing out - and wrinkles his forehead. 


Two longish boards, that look an awful lot like gigantic ladyfingers, the color quite similar to the one of unbaked 
dough of said biscuits, shine through a layer of opaque plastic film. 


Marko stares at the weird plastic-wrapped thing. "What the fuck is this?" 
"Err, well.. you're not that far from the truth with this choice of words." 
He frowns, scrutinizing the odd shape. 


Let's get it out," Henkka says airily, "then you'll see." They lift it out together, and Henkka kicks the box aside. 
He points at the thing with an encouraging smile. "Come on, drag the wrapping off" 


Marko does. What he sees next deepens his frown even more. "A.. dildo?" He continues to pull. "On a stick" 


As he looks up, Henkka is red in the face. "Not just a dildo," he grunts, "there's a bit more to it. And besides - 


wait a sec." 


He disappears in the bedroom, leaving Marko standing in the living room in front of that dark, knee-high, 
wooden rack, the purpose of which poses a riddle to him. The ladyfinger-shaped thingies appear to have some 
sort of padding on top, and an ominous, curved metal piece is attached between them with the dildo merrily 
sticking out in the middle. Opposite of it, a long, thick handle protrudes on the front. It has kind of a dick-like 
shape as well, but with the rather sturdy looks of it, Marko hopes its function is a different one. At least, he 
has a pretty clear idea what the dildo is for. 


A moment later, Henkka is back, a decidedly smaller package in his hand. 


'I've.. read some reviews before buying it, and they said the quality of the included dildos is rather low. So.." He 
steps up to Marko, giving him a quick kiss. "I got you another one. A special one." 


Marko gazes at the package. The design isn't very distinct or colorful, just the logo is a bit more discernible. 
He reads it twice, but even at the third time, it still says the same. 


Clone-A-Wiilly 

Marko blinks. "This... tell me this isn't." 

Henkka chuckles. "My dick? Yes, it is. In all its glory." 
"You.." He shakes his head. "You're kidding me." 


"Nope," Henkka grins. "It was a bit of a hassle to maintain an erection while making it” He wiggles his eyebrows. 


| thought of you a lot while | took the impression. Hope it'll feel right for you." 


Marko's eyes snap to the box in Henkka's hands, then back up again. "Feel right?" There's a slight crack in his 


Voice. 


"Sure." A slow leer spreads across Henkka's face as he opens the box, grabs into it, and finally holds up a skin- 


colored, cock-shaped thing. "What do you think?" 

Marko stares. "That's. your cock?" 

"Yeah, don't you recognize it?" 

"Um..." 

Carefully, he reaches out, then pulls himself together, and grasps it. The material doesn't exactly resemble the 
texture of skin, however, when he closes his fingers around the shaft..the shape does feel amazingly familiar. 
He raises his eyes, and finds Henkka's look glued to the dildo and his hand. Slowly, he rubs his thumb over the 
tip. 


Henkka gives a quiet hiss. He drops the box on the coffee table, and steps around Marko. His hand touches the 
small of Marko's back once more, then glides further down, gently cupping his buttock 


"So.." he says, his voice low and sultry all of a sudden, "how does it feel?" 
Marko swallows. "Well, kind of.. odd, but.. not bad. | guess." 


He can hear Henkka's smile. "Good. Turn it upside down" 


Marko does. There's some sort of cavity in the middle of the bottom. He chuckles. "I'm pretty sure your dick 
doesn't have that." 


He jumps a little as Henkka pinches his butt. 

“Smartass," he snorts, "that's the clue with the whole thing.” He pushes him towards the strange, wooden rack, 
then reaches around him, and pulls at the attached dildo. After a bit of twisting, it comes off, revealing a 
small, red rod. "See? They're exchangeable. Try if it fits the plug" 

Henkka's hand squeezes his ass lightly as Marko bends forward, and sticks the dildo onto the rod. He has to 
push a little, but eventually, he feels it lock in place. Trying to ignore Herkka's hand gently kneading his ass, he 
straightens again. 


"So how does this.. thing work?" 


"Well." Henkka leans closer. "Its a sex chair. When you slide it back and forth, the dildo moves up." He squeezes 


again, a bit harder this time. "And down." 
"You mean - l'm supposed to.. sit on this and -" 


Henkka presses against him, warm and a little demanding, dropping a soft kiss on his neck. "And fuck yourself 
with it, exactly," he murmurs against his skin. "You like riding me, so | thought.. you might like this, too." 


Marko turns to look at him, bringing their foreheads together. "I like every position you fuck me in" He 
furrows his brows. "But - this is a chair 


"I know," Henkka chuckles, "but with my cock." 
"But -" With a slightly exasperated sigh, he draws back. "Henkka, | miss you, not your cock!" 
Henkka smirks, raising his eyebrow, and Marko feels his cheeks burn a little. 


"Well, okay, | miss your cock, too, but -" He bites his lip, his head lowered. "That's not.. what I'm longing for 


while you're gone." 
Smiling, Henkka steps closer again He puts two fingers under his chin to lift his head. 


"| know, babe," he says quietly as their eyes meet. "But as long as they're still not ready for the whole human 
cloning thing, | thought I'd leave you a - rather important piece of me you could have a little fun with." 


I'd want the original anyway," Marko grumbles, casting the rack a grumpy look 


Henkka laughs. "You'll still have it for a few days." He loops his arms around Marko's waist to grab his ass 


again, and starts nibbling his neck. "Take your time. But promise me to try it at least, okay?" 


"Mmm," Marko mumbles, tilting his head to the side to give him more space, "does that mean.. we'll have less 


skype sessions from now on?" 
"Oh no." With a slight nudge, Henkka walks him back towards the bedroom, dropping a line of soft kisses along 


his collarbone. "If | had my way, even more than last time. And until then," he whispers against his skin, making 


him shiver, "I'm all intentioned to put the time we have left to good use." 


eR 


The tour starts off barely a week later. 
During the first days, it's always worst. 


All of a sudden, the apartment seems terribly bleak when Marko comes home from work, and at night, when 


he slips between the covers, he can't help shivering for a while, their bed oddly chill and too big somehow. 


They text each other a lot, feeling a little like lovesick teenagers, but it helps to take the blunt of the 


situation, makes it easier to adjust. 
Whenever they have the time - and Henkka is lucky enough to find a fairly decent wi-fi access - they skype, 


and if there's wi-fi available in Henkka's hotel room, they make the most of it. 


XE% 
"Have you tried it already?" Henkka asks during a particularly long skype session, naked and sweaty and 
sprawled on the hotel bed, the headset still a little askew. 


On his own bed, Marko turns around onto his stomach with a content sigh, crossing his arms, and resting his 
chin on his hands. "Tried what?" 


Henkka smirks. "Your present" 
"Err - present." Suddenly, it dawns on Marko. "Oh. Um." He feels his cheeks get a bit warm. 
"So you haven't," Henkka chuckles. "Sissy." 


"Shuddup," Marko grunts, "I was just too." 


"Chickenshit?" Henkka suggests helpfully, grinning from ear to ear. The picture jiggles as he rolls to his side, 
propping his head on his hand. "Usually, you don't have a problem with my cock getting close to your ass.” 


Marko rolls his eyes. "Is not that, it's just.” 
"Just?" 


"Well, | don't - really remember that | have it. Either I'm skyping with you, or -" He shrugs. "I dunno.. can't 
take it with me into the shower or something, can |?" 


"Then you'll have to plan it” 
Marko snorts. "I don't exactly make appointments for my jack off sessions." 
"You should. I'm sure it'd be worth it" 


"And why are you so adamant about me trying it?" He raises his brow. "Any self-interest behind this, as it 
happens?" 


Henkka blinks at him with big, innocent, blue eyes. "Not at all. | can't imagine what gave you this idea” 


"Yeah, right." Lifting his head, Marko looks at him from under his eyebrows. "Knowing you.. I'd say you just 


wanna watch." 
A slow leer spreads across Henkka's face. 
"Gotcha," Marko snickers. "Perv." 


Henkka wiggles his brows. "Can't help it. I'm sure it'd be quite the show." He leans closer to the screen, his look 
heated and intent, all of a sudden. "So - after you've tried it.. will you let me watch the next time?" 


It makes Marko's body tingle a little 

"|. might," he mumbles, holding Herkka's gaze. "If the whole - sex chair thing works for me" 
"| very much hope it will, babe.” 

Marko lies back down with a sigh. “Fine, Il have a try.. at some point 


‘Im positive you meant to say soonish," Henkka says, his grin broad and wolfish. "As in earliest possible." 


He 
Marko isn't exactly what you'd call a sex toy enthusiast, and how he ended up with one will probably forever 


stay desti ny's secret. 


Yet, since Henkka admitted that he wants to watch him fuck himself on the chair, it's.. decidedly harder to 


overlook it, although it's still standing in the exact same spot in the corner of the living room like before. 
Its almost as if the chair waves at him every time Marko walks past it now. 
Mildly annoyed, he throws a blanket over it. 


The sliding mechanism moves smoothly without the slightest sound, pushed by the momentum of the blanket: 
The tip of the dildo pokes into the fabric, creating a nice, little tent right in the middle. 


Marko rolls his eyes. 

He won't be able to ignore it forever, that much is sure. 

Besides - in fact, Henkka's original intention for making him this present is rather cute. Typically Henkka in the 
way of thinking, but - or maybe becouse of that - it makes Marko's stomach flutter a little every time he 
allows the thought to pop up in his head. 


He sighs, scrutinizing the oddly shaped frame with the tented blanket over it. 


Well then. A try won't hurt. 


eR 


He does a little research on the internet first. 


There seems to be a large variety of different types of sex chairs. Marko finds the one that looks like a pair 
of bellows with a dildo sticking out in the middle the most hilarious. 


On a comic site about sex toys he has no clue how he stumbled upon, he finally discovers the model Henkka 
got him. The drawings are a bit too pink for his liking, but it's actually helpful to have something with pictures 
instead of plain text. 


The rocking stool works with human power, the speech bubble says, no electricity or batteries or whatever. 


Nice, at least it can't die on him while he's in the middle of things. He reads on. 
You plop yourself onto the chair and caretully aim the attached dildo toward whatever hole you want fucked 
Marko raises his eyebrow. There's not much of a choice in his case, is there. 


Then you rock your hips forward and the toy transfers the momentum into an upward thrust. Rocking backward 
then withdraws the Toy. 


Sounds easy enough. 
He closes the laptop, and walks over to the chair, pulling the blanket off. 
Henkka's cloned cock peers at him from between the ladyfingers, shiny and erect and rubbery. 


Looks like a lot of lube is needed here, he muses, and drags the chair into the bedroom. 


eR 


He's prepared it all. 


The chair stands next to the bed, the lube lies within reach on the nightstand, he's naked and even a tiny bit 


curious for - as the guy in the merchandise video claims - the ride of his life. 


Unfortunately, even some serious handwork later, his body is rather uncooperative in terms of arousal, and 


right now, it doesn't feel like he'll be able to change this in the near future. 
The jack off appointment was a stupid idea after all. Henkka might be able to jerk off by command, Marko isn't. 
Frustrated, he stares at the ceiling, giving his fairly unmotivated cock another half-hearted tug. 


His cell phone beeps in the living room. He stands up to get it. There's not much going on in his body anyway at 


the moment. 

It's a message from Henkka. 
Hey babe, how's it going? 
Marko smiles, and writes back. 


Fine, how was your interview? 


He can almost see Henkka's eye-rolling in his answer. 

Hasn't started yet, were still waiting for the interviewer. What r u doing? 

Trying to have the ride of my life! 

He walks back again, sitting down on the bed. 

Ohhh, you mean with the chair? Then | don't wanna disturb you. ;) 

You don't, it doesn't work anyway. Im not turned on at all atm. 

Aww. :( Pity we cant skype. Im sure | could help with that.. little problem down there. ;) 
Ím sure you could. ;) Another time then 

He closes the lube, and reaches for his clothes. 


Maybe you just have to think of something more.. inspiring. ;) Like.. remember the last night before the four 
started? 


Marko smirks. Dropping his boxer shorts again, he sits back down. 

| do.. it was a long night. 

Indeed Remember what we did in the kitchen before we went to bed? 

The memory sends a spike of warmth through Marko's body. He takes a deep breath, then writes back. 
Yeah.. you almost made the kitchen table break apart. 

Can't remember to have heard a complaint in all the noise you made, though 


Marko smiles, and lets himself fall back onto the bed. The memories are still vivid in his head, the feeling of 
Henkka's hands touching him etched on his skin; how he caressed him, twirled his nipples between his fingers.. 


There's another beep although he hasn't texted back yet. 
You looked incredibly hot on that fable.. flushed.. breathing heavily.. your legs spread apart.. 


He types with one hand, while the other is slowly gliding down on his body. 


And you felt so damn good between them. 

A soft sigh escapes his lips as he closes his fingers around his cock. 

Thats where Id wanna be right now. Feeling your legs around my hps.. pushing against you.. 
Another message follows almost immediately. 


Interviewer arrived How am | supposed fo give an interview with a boner like this. ttyl, have fun! 


Thx is all Marko texts back, then drops his cell phone, and skids up to the nightstand. Maybe it'll work after all 
now. He opens the lube again, his hand already gliding further down. 


In his mind, he is back in the kitchen, feels Henkka's hands pushing his legs apart, Henkka's slick fingers sliding 
between his buttocks, teasing him by gently pressing against him but never really pushing in 


He arches as he grabs his cock again with his other hand, remembers Henkka's thumb caressing the underside, 


moving up along the shaft to the tip, then closing fully around it, stroking him with a deliciously firm grip. 


He bites his lip as he finally slides his fingers inside himself, his body already starting to loosen up, to get 


ready for more. 


His thoughts wander back to that night, to the point where they left for the bedroom, sweaty and with 
slightly wobbly legs, unable to stop touching each other on the way. They dropped down on the bed, rolling 
around between the sheets, giggling and still excited, until Henkka captured his lips, kissing him tenderly, their 
flushed bodies pressing against each other. 


He remembers Henkka laughing as he pushed him on his back, and groaning as he slowly went down on him. 


Henkka's hands gripped his hair, holding his head, his hard cock thrusting into his mouth. 
He opens his eyes, slightly panting. He wants to feel that cock, now, feel it fuck his mouth roughly. 


As he slides down from the bed to kneel at the back of the chair, he closes his eyes again, ignoring the cold 
feeling of the padding on his arms, and leans over. His lips touch the tip of the dildo, and he can almost hear 


Henkka gasp as he licks a wet circle around the head. 


It doesn't taste like Henkka, and the rubbery texture on his tongue nearly turns him off enough to stop, but as 
he nudges the padding, the dildo thrusts upward, pushing his jaw open forcefully and hitting his throat, and he 
just blocks out the distracting thoughts. 


Henkka pulled him up then, made him turn around over him, Marko's legs spread left and right of his head. He 
pushed his fingers back into him, his tongue lapping at the tip of Marko's cock. 


Marko reaches behind himself, moaning around the dildo in his mouth as he shoves his fingers inside once 


more. It's not enough. He wants more, wants to feel that cock, deep inside of him, filling him. 


He pours some lube on it, then stands up, his breath heavy, his legs a little shaky, and climbs on the chair. 
The tip of the dildo gently dips between his buttocks as he sits down, trying to adjust to the unusual position 
It's not at all like straddling Henkka, and he misses Henkka's hands grasping his hips, his rough fingertips leaving 
marks on his heated skin. As he slides forward, though, and the dildo sinks into him, he gasps in surprise. He's 
not sure if he's imagining it, but he doesn't care either, because this really feels a lot like Henkka's cock, as if 
his body recognized the shape and the thickness and the length, as if his insides were made to perfectly fit 


around this form. 

He slides back, and forward again, the dildo thrusting into him in long, deep strokes, the way Henkka fucks him 
when they are relaxed and have the time, on lazy weekends after having breakfast in bed, with a few stray 
bread crumbs sticking to their flushed skin. 

Right now, its still not enough. 


He grabs the handle in front of him, and rocks his hips harder. The thrusts get stabbing as he quickens the 


pace, making him arch his back as he feels the heat rise in his body, his lips parting in pleasure. 

It's nothing like when Henkka fucks him. Henkka manages to hit that golden spot inside of him every time, and 
even if Marko wriggles a little on the chair, trying to change the angle of the thrusts, the tip just gets close, 
but never hits the right spot directly. And yet it still feels good. Good enough that his cock is throbbing when 
he closes his hand around it again, good enough to make the bottom of his stomach burn with the building 
orgasm. He rocks his hips vigorously, stroking himself in time with the hard thrusts, throwing his head back as 
he feels tension grip his body. It takes his breath away for a second, and with a choked moan he comes, 


bucking and quivering, over his own hand. 


Panting, he slows down, one hand still tightly gripping the handle in front of him while he is trying to catch his 
breath. He carefully slides back on the chair, the dildo slipping out of him gently. 


His legs are shaky as he stands up, just to drop down on the bed again. 


The small LED on his phone blinks as a sign that there's an unread message. He must have been too distracted 
to notice the beep. 


Still a little breathless, he reaches for it, and tabs the display. 
It's another message from Henkka. 
Interview done. Had fun in the meantime, | hope? ;) 


He chuckles. 


İt was.. nice. | might even show it to you during our next skype session ;) 


The answer arrives immediately, and Marko can practically see Henkka's leer as if he is standing right in front 


of him. 


| can hardly wait! ;) 


